THE    POST
written. If I found myself yawning after lunch, I took a nap*
I couldn't go to the films, it's true; but I was fond of reading,
and there was not a place in the world so peacefully suited to
reading as my Arctic.
The blizzard does not blow every day. Adventure has two
faces — one showing men at grips with the elements, the other
showing them darning their socks. It was in Gibson's living-
room that I saw a remarkable photograph of three members of
an Antarctic expedition. They were sitting in a hut, one of
them mending his pants, another smoking with a far-away look
in his eyes, the third writing a letter. Had they the same peace
in their own. homes, I wondered?
I was just back from the trail, my fingers were still frost-
bitten, I was warm, and I felt as snug as a bacillus in a cheese.
I could not imagine a cosier existence.
December had come and the lamp was lighted all day long.
Hitherto, by cleaning the outermost windows (there were three
in each embrasure, set one inside the other) we had still got a
little daylight: now the season of light was dying fast. Each
evening was long, calm, and lamplit. I had never imagined
such tranquillity. The only sounds that broke upon the silence
were those familiar sounds that are so precious in the domestic
life of man — the suction of the gas-lamp as it was pumped
before being lighted; the crackling of the block of ice as it melted
in the water-bucket by the stove; the tick-tock of the Big Ben.
And there was the singing of the antennae of the wireless mast,
a mysterious drone that set me dreaming and never failed to
bring to mind the answer I used to get when, as a child, I asked
why the electric wires hummed along our highways: 'Those are
calls going over the wire,' I would invariably be told. The
precious coal died slowly in the stove while I sat with my book,
dozing and musing and telling myself without the slightest
anxiety, indeed, with a sort of pleasure, that within me, too,
things were moving towards death. (As soon as man is at peace,
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